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searched the haze for the swelling domes and tranquil spires of Rome. We thought we could pick out Castel San Angelo and St. Peter's. Rumour said that Rome had been declared an open city by the Germans, but, as we watched, black smoke erupted here and there, followed by the rumble of explosions. We conjectured that the Germans might be indulging in a final orgy of destruction. In actual fact they were merely blowing up bridges to delay our advance.
Late-in the afternoon I was gazing at the distant city like an Israelite at the Promised Land, with Eric Linklater and Philip Jordan, then of the News Chronicle. There were some unusually heavy explosions. A pall of smoke lay heavy over it. I said: "My God. They're burning Rome. What a story!"
Linklater was terribly pained. "Burning Rome, and all he thinks about is a story."
Was it the blood of my namesake Genseric, the Vandal? It was not. Nothing more than professional zeal, like a surgeon who might see a horrible growth and say: "What a chance for an operation!" I was privileged to be present at history in the making and I felt as G. M. Trevelyan might had he been able to see the sacking of a monastery by Viking pirates. However, when Linklater made that remark my mind rushed back twenty years. I was a learner-reporter again, coming back from the inquests and hearing, with sickening horror, my colleague on the Stratford Express asking: "Any good stories?"
I blushed. My atrophied soul -jerked convulsively, if transiently, to life. I started to explain to Link., but I fear that explanations were wasted. Attitudes of mind towards the approaching event differed vastly. Vaughan Thomas told me that he met a G.I. mooching somewhat moodily along the road who said to him: "Say, fellah, what's this burg we're coming to?" At the other extreme were Link-later's feelings, which can be imagined from his own account of how, when, much later in the campaign, he found Botticelli's "Primavera," he knelt and kissed the pregnant Venus, the flowery girl, and the loveliest of the Graces. whim of its unknown owner, had a curious tower. We climbed up it and through glassesp again and thehot at by the Hun.sixteen hours lifting minese had done the right thing.ers, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
